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river suddenly become animated. In one of the
royal junks, the prow of which represents the
enormous head of some monster of Cambodian
dream, I watch, in company with a score or so
French men and women living in exile here at
Pnom-Penh, the progress of the long racing
canoes. They go past in a furious, eddy of
spray, manipulated by half-nude men, who
paddle standing, with movements of dexterous
grace, shouting, at the same time, encouraging
cries.